Bahri Cokkardes” distinctive voice among contemporary Turkish poets drew on his reluctance to 
immerse himself in the practicalities of everyday life and his philosophical interrogations of 
withdrawal from the world of practical concerns, material things and ordinary life patterns, most 
people assume to be contingent and true, without critical reflection. He was closely associated 
with Akatalpa, a poetry and criticism journal published in Bursa, Turkey where he lived until his 
death in fall 2009. He was the son of an immigrant family originally from Bosnia. Close inspection 
of his poems offers a unique look into alternative, existential possibilities inherent in the starry 
skies and the heavenly bodies. His poetry collections include Poems Forsaken in the Heart of Night 
(iz, 1998) and Traces of Silence (Yom, 2006). Though a reclusive, solitary figure, Cokkardes’ poems 
have been featured in many Turkish literary magazines, including Varlik, Sonsuzluk ve Bir Gtin, 
Akatalpa, Dize, Aykırı Sanat and Mavi. 


Cokkardes’ poems address, with restrained irony and heart-breaking purity, the mystery of 
loneliness, exquisitely avoiding personal complaint by the unusually stern rigor of a nearly 
exclusive regard for the soul’s domestic icons, such as the room, the window, the mirror, and for 
its celestial ones, the rain, the sun, the moon. This achieves, along with his equally stern rigor of 
verbal simplicity, an eloquence of unusual power. 


Poet and fellow translator, Kenneth Rosen, when asked for a comment, wrote: 


Devoid of those ornaments and flourishes of enigma and scorn that must have tormented, 
burning and curdling, the psyche of Paul Celan, for example, to the point of self-destruction, as if 
that middle-aged French-Romanian, still relatively youthful, doomed himself to regret, with an 
intensifying fever of bitterness, the fruits of his vocation, his poems, which became no more 
possible to shed, due to grief’s tyrannical conscience, than a slew of moronic and gaudy tattoos, 
Cokkardes’ poems, like few | know, evoke the anguished mystery of human misery’s inescapably 
stained selfhood, desperately, and surely necessarily, defying Theodor Adorno’s famous 
pronouncement, There can be no poetry after Auschwitz. 


Not after Auschwitz, nor after, by implication, the 20% and 21% centuries’ continuing string of 
iridescent and obscene, neon holocausts, including the Bosnian, un-invoked, yet implicitly 
personal to Cokkardes, who with stunning modesty, represents to our powerlessness, to our 
desperately awkward, robotic lives, to our desperately practiced, obliviousness of mind, 
mementos of our mutual ineradicable suffering, scandal and shame. 


Kenneth Rosen 
Portland, Maine 
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The Sermon on the Moon 


by Bahri Cokkardes 


September went by slowly 
Water lengthened, rains fell 
The night wind warded off its dark spots 


Midmorning 

Having woken from its shadow 
Set an ambush for the sun 

That groundless melancholy loner 


Sightless voices gathered 
I saw the masks 
Of the invisible times 


Remember there used to be 
Old dreams spilled from the moon 


Snow 
Tightly closed doors 
Darkening lights 


A momentary eclipse 
Of the moon in the mirror 


© Translation from the Turkish by Nesrin Eruysal and Ken Fifer 
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Secret Dream 


by Bahri Cokkardes 


When | entered the night in secret 
The sun was falling and the rain had ceased 
| touched my dream in silence 


Wherever | walked filled with voices 

| spoke with them as best | could 

| was a tree and also a forest 

My face searching for a face of its own 


Despite the devil 
Shadows break from light 


| remained alone 
And found you in my loneliness 
As if smiling through pitch-black eyes 


Give up all hope you told me 
O Translation from the Turkish by Nesrin Eruysal and Ken Fifer 
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The Seer 


by Bahri Cokkardes 


Not even a merciless seer 
Let alone a messenger 
Inquired after me 


Silence stabbed me 
In nightmarish dreams 
Of loneliness in obscure retreats 


| heard 
big echoes 
of faint voices 


The sun’s mask now off 
© Translation from the Turkish by Nesrin Eruysal and Ken Fifer 
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A Moment of Abstraction 


by Bahri Cokkardes 


Only 
My loneliness 
Didn’t make me wait 


Time picked up 
Dead angels 
From fairy tales 


God didn’t question 
his belated envoy 


Whose shadow straddled 
My dreams 


A night shining 
In moonlight 


A moment of abstraction 
The sun’s reflection on a window 


Pouring into a desolate room 
Boneless soul of time 


Shadow music played 
By love our sad master 


© Translation from the Turkish by Nesrin Eruysal and Ken Fifer 
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Sleeping Ducks - Ohara Koson (1877-1945) 


Ohara Koson /J MA t EB - Moon and the blue flowers 


